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THE 


YEAR  NINETY-EIGHT. 


I. 

Who  dares  to  speak  of  Ninety-eight, 

And  blushes  not  to  name 
That  fearful  year  of  blood  and  crime. 

Of  treason  and  of  shame  ? 
When  Erin's  free  and  happy  sons 

Were  led  by  hungry  knaves, 
All  in  her  beauteous  valleys, 

To  fill  dlshonor'd  graves. 


THE  YEAR  NINETY-EIGHT. 


Oh !  they  were  days  of  grief  to  hear 

The  wicked  lies  Avcre  told ; 
And  how  the  land  was  plunged  in  strife 

By  those  who  wanted  gold — 
By  those  who  thirsted  sore  for  wealth. 

For  power,  or  for  state,  — 
Come  hear  a  tale  of  blood  and  shame, 

And  blush  for  Ninety-eight ! 


II. 

Our  kingdom  then  was  sore  bestead 

For  France  had  join'd  with  Spain, 
And,  with  a  flaunting  train  of  ships. 

They  swept  the  English  main  : 
And  Germany  was  paralysed ; 

And  Prussia  looked  askance  ; 
And  even  honest  Denmark  seem'd 

To  bow  the  ear  to  France. 
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The  world  was  all  against  us, 

And  the  Corsican  had  pour'd 
O'er  the  fair  land  of  Italy 

His  plundei'-seeking  horde ; 
And,  on  the  sands  of  Egypt, 

He  pre2)ared  to  send  them  down. 
To  wrest  the  gem  of  India 

From  Britain's  royal  crown. 

III. 

Then,  in  that  day  when  all  around 

Was  leagued  against  this  land ; 
When  few  dared  hope  one  little  isle 

Against  the  world  could  stand, 
Alas,  for  shame  !  Sedition  came. 

And,  with  her  poison'd  breath. 
Blew  through  green  Erin's  lovely  fields 

The  seeds  of  strife  and  death : 
A  3 
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THE  YEAR  NINETY-EIGHT. 


And  then  a  train,  on  whom  contempt 

Would  scarce  vouchsafe  a  smile, 
Came  forth  her  chosen  instruments 

To  agitate  the  isle. 
And  hungry  scamps,  and  crazy  lords, 

And  priests,  who  Bibles  hate. 
And  briefless  barristers  awoke 

The  strife  in  Ninety-eight. 

IV. 

And,  when  their  crude  and  coward  plans 

Were  crumbling  fast  away, 
And  better  feelings  through  the  land 

Seem'd  to  resume  their  sway ; 
The  cursed  traitors,  who  beheld 

Their  hopes  of  gain  and  pride 
Elude  their  grasp,  as  slide  away 

The  bubbles  on  the  tide,  — 
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Oh,  deed  of  shame  !  Oh,  deed  of  sin  ! 

They  called  to  Erin's  strand. 
Drunk  Avith  their  country's  noblest  blood. 

The  fierce  Parisian  band. 
Priests  welcomed  those,  who  deeply  swore 

To  all  religions  hate. 
And  Patriots  hugg'd  their  country's  foes 

In  the  year  Ninety-eight. 


V. 

And  then,  through  all  green  Erin's  fields, 

A  deadly  strife  began ; 
In  many  a  mid-day  skirmish 

The  brooks  with  slaughter  ran  ; 
And  many  a  midnight  murder. 

And  deed  of  shame  was  done  ; 
And  many  a  mansion  smoking  lay 

Before  the  rising  sun. 
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The  priests  assumed  the  deadly  pike. 

And  join'd  the  battle  yell. 
And  promised  gold  to  those  who  lived. 

And  heaven  to  those  who  fell : 
And  all  the  traitors  heard  the  news. 

And  joy'd,  with  hearts  elate. 
That  France  would  land  on  Britain's  shores. 

In  the  year  Ninety-eight. 

VI. 

Oh !  how  they  gloated  when  they  saw 

The  nations  all  enclose 
Their  king,  their  fellow-subjects. 

As  threat'ning  pow'rful  foes  : 
As  hunters  circle  round  the  brake. 

And  gather  slowly  near ; 
And  careful  spread  a  ring  of  nets. 

And  poise  the  sharpen'd  spear ; 
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And  noisy  cowards  urge  them  on, 

Though  they  themselves  keep  back. 
And  village  curs  and  mongrels  yelp 

Close  to  the  hunter's  pack. 
So  gather'd  then  this  motley  band 

Around  in  deadly  hate 
'Gainst  Albion  and  Scotia 

In  the  shameful  Ninety-eight. 


VII. 

But  then  uprose  old  England, 

As  a  lion,  in  his  pride, 
Bursts  through  the  nets,  ard  scatters  all 

The  hunters  far  and  wide ; 
Through  the  broad  land  of  Britain 

The  word  was  given  forth, 
And  thousands  muster'd  east  and  west, 

And  gather'd  south  and  north : 


THE  YEAK  NINETY-EIGHT. 


From  Cornwall  to  the  Orkney  Isles 

The  glitt'ring  bay'nets  rose. 
From  Anglesea  to  Dover  cliffs 

The  serried  squadrons  close,  — 
All  to  defend  their  native  land 

They  met  with  pride  elate  ; 
God  and  the  King  was  all  the  cry 

In  the  year  Ninety-eight. 

VIIL 

They  smote  the  haughty  Frenchmen, 

As  the  whirlwind  rends  the  tree ; 
As  chaff  before  the  winnowing  fan 

They  made  the  rebels  flee: 
The  yeomen  of  old  England  charged 

The  veterans  of  Gaul ; 
They  fell  before  them,  as  the  leaves 

Before  the  tempest  fall. 
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THE  YEAR  NINETY-EIGHT.  1  1 

And  then  the  Frenchman  chafed  with  rage. 

And  gather'd  all  his  fleet. 
And,  for  some  deed  of  high  emprise, 

He  bade  them  all  to  meet ; 
And  boasted  loudly  that  ere  long 

He  would  retrieve  their  fate. 
And  conquer  England  ere  the  close 

Of  the  year  Ninety -eight. 

IX. 

'Twas  on  an  August  evening 

A  pond'rous  squadron  lay, 
All  anchor'd  in  a  crescent 

In  old  Aboukir's  bay. 
Just  where,  two  thousand  years  ago, 

Augustus  smote  the  pride 
Of  Antony  ;  the  mighty  ships 

Lay  heaving  on  the  tide. 
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THE  YEAR  NINETY-NIGHT. 


But  as  a  grizzly  bear  retires 

All  gloomily  and  slow. 
Ashamed  to  fly,  afraid  to  meet. 

The  coming  of  the  foe  : 
Close  to  the  breakers  crept  the  French, 

And  scarcely  dared  to  wait 
The  coming  of  the  British  fleet 

In  the  year  Ninety-eight. 


X. 

More  ships  —  more  pond'rous  cannon  — 

More  armed  men  had  they  ; 
And  yet  they  feared  our  coming, 

For  Nelson  led  the  way ; 
And  down  his  gallant  squadrons  came 

Upon  the  shrinking  foe, 
As  crashes  through  the  forest  pines 

The  avalanche  of  snow. 


THE  YEAR  NINETY-EIGHT. 
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And,  ere  the  ruddy  morn  arose 

Within  Aboukir's  bay. 
All  captive  to  old  England's  flag 

Their  shatter'd  navy  lay  : 
And  France  lamented  heavily, 

And  traitors  cursed  the  fate. 
That  gave  to  Britain  victory. 

In  the  year  Ninety-eight. 


XL 

'Twas  then  the  foul  rebellion  quail'd ; 

The  leaders  slunk  away, 
And  left  their  dupes  to  strew  the  fields. 

For  kites  and  crows  a  prey  ; 
And  then  the  day  of  reck'ning  came. 

And  Justice  bared  her  sword. 
And  doom'd,  alas !  full  many  a  man 

To  scaffold  and  to  cord. 


THE  YEAR  NINETY-EIGHT. 


Far  more  it  grieved  the  loyalist   .  

°  •'       fT^^  '  " 

Than  blood  in  battle  shed,  ^j—'^'^^ 
'Twas  meant  in  mercy  to  the  land,  -CxC--^^ 

So  peace  be  with  the  dead  ! 
Dark  was  the  guilt  of  civil  war, 

And  dark,  alas  !  their  fate. 
And  Hist'ry  sighs  whene'er  she  opes 

The  page  of  Ninety-eight. 

XIL 

If,  for  her  sins,  should  Heav'n  in  wrath 

Permit  this  strife  again  — 
Should  foul  Sedition's  poisonous  gall 

The  fields  of  Erin  stain  — 
Should  prideful  France  on  Ireland's  soil 

To  fight  her  battles  dare  — 
Should  cheating  Yankees  talk  of  war 

/ 

Because  rebellion's  there  —      \  h  ' 

—   l/ko' . 
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There  are  thousand  sturdy  yeomen, 

Who  till  old  England's  soil  — 
Thousands  of  bold  mechanics, 

All  used  to  manly  toil  — 
Thousands  of  gallant  Scottish  men 

All  on  their  hiUs  who  wait 
To  draw  the  sword  for  Britain's  cause 

As  'twas  in  Ninety-eight. 

XIII. 

But  callous  must  the  bosom  be. 

And  black  the  heart  to  show 
This  year  of  blood  and  slaughter. 

Of  treason  and  of  woe  — 
T'awake  again  those  falsehoods 

From  whence  began  the  strife, 
To  arm  the  savage  tenantry 

Against  the  rich  man's  life  — 
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Again  to  urge  the  ruffian  priests 

Tc  seize  the  pike  and  sword. 
And  furious  burn,  where'er  they  find 

The  Volume  of  the  Lord  — 
To  tell  these  horrors,  and  to  bid 

Their  dupes  to  emulate. 
And  glory  in  the  slaughter 

And  the  shame  of  Ninety-eight  I 

XIV. 

And,  oh  !  how  deep  a  loathing  — 

How  withering  a  curse  — 
Should  be  on  him  who  prostitutes 

The  sacred  gift  of  verse  : 
And  all  for  paltry  lucre  — 

And  all  for  dirty  gain  — 
Or  dirtier  pride  to  follow  in 

An  aoitator's  train. 
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On  all  such  slimy  reptiles 

A  minstrel's  curse  be  sped  ! 
May  every  honest  foot  descend 

On  such  a  viper's  head  ! 
And,  oh !  may  Erin,  ever  more, 

Escape  the  sin  and  fate. 
That  blots  the  page  of  History 

In  the  year  Ninety-eight ! 


THE  END. 
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